a voice, which even in quiet conversation was remark-
able for its quality. "You're Mistress Comito, and you
should be Mistress Theodora. I couldn't keep from say-
ing a word. Your mother was very, very kind to me."

Theodora had no clear memory of him; Comito
shrank from him as though he bit: she bridled, and
said:

"What brings you down to the wharf?"

"Oh, weVe just come down to welcome some friends,"
he said. "There they are, on deck. I must go now. I'm
Theophanes, at The Roost, in Philemon Street, if you're
ever passing that way."

He saluted them and went limping after his party,
who were now at the gangway, to welcome Nicanor and
one of his Persian friends, who were the first persons
permitted to land. Nicanor came up the gangway,
smiling and stem, to greet all there. After he had
embraced the patricians formally he was deliberate with
the others, giving to two or three a tempered hand-shake,
and to the rest a smile or a nod. Hypatius led him to the
waiting carriage and drove off.

Theodora spent the next two hours securing the naval
stores for the Government and the other goods for
Sosthenes. The stewards on board had not expected any
interruption of the sort; she left them routed, humbled
and angry.

"We must leave Marcos for to-morrow,". Comito said.
"You must come home, now, for some food; then 111
drive you to your Macedonia. It was like that dog's
insolence to speak to us, that Theophanes. You wouldn't
remember him much. Before your day. He was at the
Palace, as a young man; he sang imitations of famous
singers, and did some acrobatics; he had an awful fall
from one of his tricks, and wrecked his left leg. Mother
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